ACT in              CESAR'S  WIFE                    75

VIOLET: Pm absolutely exhausted. I feel that in another
minute my legs will drop off.

ARTHUR: Do take care, darling, that would be so dis-
figuring.

VIOLET: Oh, I'd still dance on the stumps.

ARTHUR: When are you going to send that unfortunate
band away?

VIOLET: Oh, we must have one more dance. After all, it's
our last ball of the season. And now that everyone has
gone I needn't be dignified any more. There's no one
but Henry and Anne and Ronny, We've just had a
gorgeous one-step, haven't we, Henry?

HENRY: Gorgeous.  You're a tipping dancer.

VIOLET: My one accomplishment. [The band is heard beginning
a walt%\ Good heavens, they've started again. That's
Anne, I'm positive. She's been playing the British
matron too and now she's having her fling.

ARTHUR: You girls, you never grow up.

HENRY: Are you ready for another turn, Violet?

ARTHUR: Don't dance any more, darling, you look worn out.

VIOLET: Supposing you danced with your mother, Henry.
I can see her toes itching inside her black satin slippers*

CHRISTINA: Nonsense! I haven't danced for fifteen years.

HENRY: Come on, mother. Just to show them you know
how.

[He seizes her hand and drags her to her feet.

CHRISTINA: I was just as good a dancer as anybody else in

my day.
ARTHUR: When Christina says that she means she was a

great deal better.

HENRY: Come on, mother, or it'll be over before we begku
CHRISTINA: Don't be rough with me, Henry.

\Thej go into the house.